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nized Paderewski; one or twice he waved his hand and
smiled.
Giants of the Garde Republicaine lined the imposing stair-
way and saluted with their silver sabres.
The vast Gallerie des Glaces was full. Someone showed
Paderewski to his seat. In the middle of that huge apart-
ment was the small table, on which even the Germans
would now sign the document that recognized the new
Poland. For a moment Paderewski's eyes were focused
on that little table. The movements and the agitated mur-
murs of the assembled crowd transformed the huge hall into
a restless wave of many colours and exciting rhythms,
Paderewski waved his hand and nodded to a number of his
friends.
At the head of the room, at the long table, with the huge
mirror at their backs, sat Clemenceau, looking small and
yellow like his own effigy in wax ; Woodrow Wilson; Colonel
House,kindlyyet silent; Balfour, distinguished-looking, aloof
andabsent-minded; Lloyd George,smiling, chatting, pleased
with himself as ever ; Pichon; and Venizelos, intelligent,
with a finely-cut face and a white beard. Suddenly the
myriad murmurs ceased. Clemenceau's voice was heard:
*e Faites entrer Us Allemands"
The Germans entered the glittering room. Two thousand
eyes followed their self-conscious steps. They were the first
to sign the Treaty.
After this delegate upon delegate formed up in front of
the table, each waiting his turn to sign the document
Paderewski advanced to the table. He wore a long black
morning coat, a white waistcoat and a white bow tie ; his
old-fashioned buttoned shoes were small and neat. A young
man received him : a familiar face, an official from the
Quai d'Orsay. He pointed to the place where Paderewski
was to sign ids name. Suddenly a number of people ap-
plauded. They had applauded when Glemenceau and
Wilson and Lloyd George came to sign ; now they applauded
once more when Poland's delegate took up the pen to write: